Madame spoke the truth; she herself was the most tin-
punctual creature on earth and her life-long struggle against
the inflexibility of clocks in general had implanted in her a
strong dislike of unpunctuality.

"I had to have flowers for you, can't you see, darling,
and I can't tell you what it means in this town when you
want flowers after ten in the evening; every god-damned florist
shop closed, uptown, downtown, Brooklyn and New Jersey.
Aren't they nice, though? You do love flowers, don't you?'"

"Not if they ate stuck on wires and smell like a funeral
before the cremation has started. But I like wild-flowers like
these. Where did you get them?"

"Had a brainwave. Stole them from the toilet room at
the Pierre. They have gorgeous flowers there. I left five
dollars in the bowl, because I am a gentleman, darling/7

"Don't call me darling," Madame said. She had to get
him quickly into a condition fit for Katzerl's jealous perusal.

"No? What then? Liebchen? Mon amour? Piccina?"

"You are crazy?"

"Yes, about you."

"And drunk."

" Now that is a very unfriendly way of putting it, I had
to have a Scotch-and-soda with the man who lent me his
car, can't you see?"

"What man? What car? Katzerl is not in Boston."

"What has Boston to do with the car?"

Madame felt that one of those confusions was arising which
occurred so frequently in her conversations with others.

"I thought you had taken to heart what I told you and
that you therefore wanted to drive to Boston to-night and
bring Katzerl her breakfast to-morrow morning/9 she said
as clearly and sensibly as possible.

"Nonsense," Cyril replied' cheerfully. "We are driving
to Newark; we can easily make it in an hour/'

"We? "Madame asked feebly. "Newark? Now? Why?"
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